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: The Laſs of Dee. p 


Sung by Mrs, Martyr. 
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NOW all the groves, in _ gay, 
Are deck'd to bail the ſpring; 

Our fleecy care ſecurely play, 
The birds melodious fing. 

Ye blooming nymphs, and jocund ſwains, 
Aﬀemble round this tree, 

And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To praiſe the Laſs of Dee. 


Vhile fragrant odours fill the air, 
2 baſte to yonder grove; 
And there, with rural ſports, prepare 
To hail her queen of love: 
Then come, ye nymphs, and jocund ſwains, 
Aſſembie round this — 
And join with me, in ruſtic trains, 
To — the Laſs of Dee. s 


Then, while ye tune your r reed, 
We · Il lead the dance with glee; —— 
Like graces on the queen of _ rs 
Our hearts from envy free; 
In ruſtic ſtrains, we'll ever 307 ng 
Aſembl*id round this tree, / <D/ 
That nymphs with joy, and ſwaing 
All prais'd the ſs of Dee. 
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